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D. H. Lawrence 

[Children sing on unheeding :] 
Sally go round the sun! 
Sally go round the moon! 
Sally go round the chimney-pots 
On Sunday afternoon! 

DAUGHTER OF THE GREAT MAN 

The daughter of the great man rolls her khaki wool, 
And in her hands the sparkling needles fly 

Swiftly. I wish I might kiss her fingers; but full 

Of danger I find her, even worse than the fields where 
we die. 

PRISONER AT WORK IN A TURKISH GARDEN 

Appeal from the garden: 

Over the fountain and the orange-trees 

The evening shadow has sunk, 
Bringing night once more, and the man with the keys 

That shut me up in my bunk. 

You forty ladies in the harem bower, 

Listen, for I will explain! 
Bitter to me is this evening hour; 

Each evening, bitter again. 

Response from the Harem : 

Sisters, I am sorry for this foreign man 
Who labors all day in the sun. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Sisters, the search-light's swinging fan 
In heaven has begun. 

Stranger, soft are the tears that fall 

For pity of thee. 
Sisters, the guns are speaking; let all 

Sing soothingly. 

MOURNING 

Why do you go about looking for me, mother? 

I and my betrothed are together in the shed — 
Sitting there together for a little while. 

Why are you so anxious? Leave me peaceful with my 
dead. 

THE GREY NURSE 

The grey nurse entered a rose garden 

Where roses' shadows dappled her. 
Her apron was brown with blood. She prayed, 

And roses wondered at her prayer. 

NEITHER MOTH NOR RUST 

God, only God, is eternally. 

God is forever, and only He. 
Where, white maid, are the men you have loved ? — 
They are dead, so God was between you, you see. 

D. H. Lawrence 
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